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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
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Nutmeg - - Mr. Munden, 
Lieutenant Tafferel -» Mr. Iucledon. 
Pat Plunket = - Mr. Tehnflone, 


Junk - - - Mr. Knight, 
Weatherbang - - Mr. Townſend. 
Captain Ogle - - Mr. Claremont. 
Diek - - - Mr. Curtis. 
Waiters - Meſſrs. Simmons & Abbot. 
Painter - - Mr. Wilde. 


Eady Piony — Mrs. Davenport, 
Miſs Nancy += - Miſs Wheatley. 
Chambermaid < Mrs. Watts. 


Gentlemen of the Artillery, Soldiers, 
Choir, Se. 
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SONGS, &c. 
IN 


Britain's Brave Tars ; 
On, 


ALL FOR SAINT PAUT'S. 


AIR—Par Pruxker. 


Brave Betty was a Maiden Queen, 
Bold and clever, bold and clever, 

King Philip, then, a Spaniard keen, 
To court her, did endeavour ; 

Queen Beſs, ſhe frown'd, and ſtrok'd her 

ruff, 

And gave the Don a miglity huff, 

a For which he ſwore her cars he'd cuff 

All with his grand Armada, 
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Says Royal Beſs, I'll vengeance take, 
Bleſſings on her, bleſſings on her ; 
But firſt I'll eat a neat beaf teak, 
All with my Maids of Honor. 
Then to her Admirals ſhe went, 
Drake, Ffingham and Howard ſent, 
Who ſoon diſh'd Philip's armament, 
And bang'd his grand Armada. 


Like fighting rooks the French will fly, 


To vs over, to us over; 
Aid Buonparte cries, “ let's try, 

Boys, build a bridge to Dover“. 
Balloons among the clouds may roll, 

But croſs their bridge, to take the toll, 
Our Trollope lands, a fighting fowl, 

My jewels—all Armada. 


1 

Then bleſs the King, and bleſs the Queen, 

All the branch too, royal branch too; 
Let foes come on, it ſhall be ſeen, 

We're loyal and we're itaunch too: 
Or ſhoull Dutch, French, or Spaniards 

prate, 
Our Howe, our Vincent, Duncan great, 
Will ſweetly knock about their pate, 
Juſt like the fine Armada. 
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AIRN—LIEUTENANT TAFFPEREL. 


YOUNG William was a [zaman true, 
The darling of the bonny crew, 

For blythe he was, and kind, 
And though no lagging lubber he, 
Right loth he was to go to ſea, 

For Jane he left behind. 


And Jenny lov'd, but all by ſtealth, 
Her father had much ſtore of wealth, 
Of Will he would not hear, 
'Till cruel chance at length reveal'd, 
hc pattion they ſo long concealed, 
And William loit his dear, 


1 * 


A friendly voice poor William hai d 
the e aſſail'd, 


She, —- walks the beach in haſte 
And troubled look'd the wat'ry waſte, 
And by the floating wave, 
A corpſe was waſh'd upon the ſhore, 
'T was William ! and with tears they bore, 
T wo lovers to the grave. 


AIR—Miss NAxer. 


COME, lovely Maids, hoiſt the royal ban- 


deau, 
Your roſy cheeks deck'd like the ſweet 
ſmiling ſpring, 
Forget, if you can, even your fav'rite beau, 
For Duacan's the word, and“ Long 
live the King.” 
Let ſprightly muſic play, 
And every heartbe gay, 
To hall this glorious day, 
Tis Bricannia's pride. 
Our commerce ſhall expand, 
Our ſafety on the land, 
Old Neptune can command. 
And our helm will zu:. 
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The fair ſhall ſeem fairer, this fillet adds 
grace, 
The motto, to beauty, can luſtre im- 
part ; 
The bright glow of loyalty beams in the 
face, 
Becauſe the lov'd ſentiment's writ on the 
heart. | 
Let ſprightly muſic, &c. 
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The garter in fame to our fillet ſhall yield, 
As the leg of the Knight to the face of 
the fair ; 
Britannia this motto ſhall bear on her ſhield, 
Auguſta ſhe proves, is her darling care, 
Let ſprightly mulic, &c., 


AIR.—Miss Naxcyr. 


SHIPRECK'D on the foaming wave, 

Sailors view a wat'ry grave; 

I, thus wrecked on ſeas of fear, 

To my deareſt love would ſteer ; 

| What could then my peace annoy, 

| In that haven of my joy ? 

Should the winds rudely whiſtie, I'd heave a 
ſiond ſigh, | 

And wiſh thoſe on the billows as happy 

as I, 
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Love, my pilot and my guide, 
Smile, and ſmooth the angry tide ! 
Calms ſucceeding dread alarms, 
Let me anchor in thy arms ! 
What could then my peace annoy, 
In that haven of my joy; 
Should the winds rudely whiſtle, I'd heave 
a fond ſigh, 
And wiſh thoſe on the billows as happy 
as I, 


AIR—LI1tzuTENANT T AFFEREL.; 


ROYAL orders given for ſailing, 
Jack in duty ſeldom failing; 
Round St. Helens boldly bearing, 
Albion's coaſt plump Dutchmen daring ; 
Politely pop a ſmart ſalute, 
He ſuſpects our wiſh to flog him, 
Crowds his fails in wake we dog him, 
With his ſtern-chace guns he galls us 
Raking fore and aft' he mauls us, 
Roaring billows bring us cloſe 
Of my iron pills a doſe 
Wrapt in ſmoke I ſend 
To mend him 
Thus a moment ſtrike him mute 
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Now the throat of battle roaring, 
Showers of bullets pelting, pouring, 
Captains ſword in hand commanding, 
To the knees in carnage ſtanding 
Life for life the fierce diſpute ! 
Cannon loud 'gainſt cannon ranting, 
At his gun poor Jack ſee panting, 
As to lip he lifts the toddy, 
Off flies head, and down drops body, 
Seas of brine are thine, poor Jack! 
Mainmaſts fall, knocks coming harder, 
Fillips prove to Britiſh ardour, 
Boom and bowſprit ſnap like ſapling, 
She'd ſheer off—all hands for grappling, 
Now the crew with one accord, : 
Piſtol, cutlaſs, ſpring on board 
Firing, ſm aſhing, 
Cutting, ſlaſhing ! 
Yaw, Mynheer ! around they clack. 


She's a log upon the water, 
Pity ſtays the hand of ſlaughter, 
When the foe ſhall fall beneath it, 
Britiſh mercy then ſhou'd ſheath it. 
Glory led to the attack. 
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DUET.—Juxk and WEATHERBANG. 


Junk, 


] ONCE was neat and tight, 
Tho' now I'm out of date; 
J larn'd to read and write, 
And cypher on my ſlate, 
1ho' I was Mammp's joy, 
My Daddy ſaid to ſhe,-' 
Our Tom's a drunken boy, 
And he ſhall go to ſea. 


WrATHERBANG, 


My Molly look'd fo grum, 

Cricd “go you beozing chap,” 
But in a glaſs of rum, 
Pray, wou'd ſhe waſh her cap ? 

When, wiſhing for to toy, 
I ſteps me up to ſhe, 

'T was, © Tom, you drunken boy, 
* Go, get along to Sca. 


Juxk. 


When my firſt trip I ſteer, 
Jamaica ho! ſo ſtout, 
My venture was ſtrong beer, 
I drank my venture out. 
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WEATHERBANG. 


On Yard or Hammock ſwung, 
»Tis all alike to me; 
Our drunken boys among, 


No life like Jack at Sea. 


Bor f. 
On Yard, &c. 
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FINALE, 


COME, cheer up my lads, tis to glory ve 
| ; a 
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To honour we call y ' preſs you like 
ſlaves, 


For who are ſo free 0 waves. 
Heart of Oak zre our ſhips, Jolly dars are 


Wo always are ready, ſteady, boys, ſteady, 


We'll fight, and we'll conquer again and 
15 a mn. 
* 1 &c. 


11 
October the eleventh, the day being clear, 
By Duncan led on, we fell in with Mynheer, 
The ſignal for battle was that of defeat, 


For tis conquer or die, boys, whenever we 


meet. 
Heart of Oak, &c, 
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Succeſs to our Navy, our bulwark and boaft, 

Brave Duncan ! and long may he watch o'r 
our coaſt | 

May ſuch matchleſs archievements as his 
never ceaſe, 

Tillfrom War's laurel'd brow ſpring the lau- 
rel of peace. 

Heart of Oak, &c, 
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